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shelter and from there tried hard to get medical aid.
He expected all the doctors of Hiroshima to come to
him, because he was ,so rich and so famous for giving
his money away. When none of them came, he
angrily set out to look for them; leaning an his
daughter's arm, he walked from private hospital to,
private hospital, but all were In ruins, and he went
back and lay down in the shelter again. Now he was
very weak and knew he was going to die. He was
willing to be comforted by any religion,
Mr. Tanirnoto went to help him. He descended into
the tombiike shelter and, when his eyes were adjusted
to the darkness, saw Mr. Tanaka, his face and arms
puffed up and covered with pus and blood, and his
eyes swollen shut. The old man smelled very bad,
and he moaned constantly. He seemed to recognise
Mr. Tanlmoto's voice. Standing at the shelter stair-
way to get light, Mr. Tanimoto read loudly from a
Japanese-language pocket Bible : ** For a thousand
years in Thy sight are but as yesterday when it is past,
and as a watch in the night. Thou carrlest the children
of men away as with a flood ; they are as a sleep ;
In the morning they are like grass which groweth up.
In the morning it flourlsheth and groweth up; in the
evening it Is cut down, and withereth. For we are
consumed by Thine anger and by Thy wrath are we
troubled. Thou hast set our Iniquities before Thee,
our secret sins in the light of Thy countenance. For
all our days are passed away in Thy wrath: we spend
our years as a tale that is told ....'*
Mr. Tanaka died as Mr. Tanimoto read the psalm.
On  August   llth,  word came  to  the  Ninoshlma